Editor, L f fiuropeo 


Harold "eisberg Hyettstown, I!d, 
September 6 f 1966 


^eer 3i r# 

There is no author who does not enjoy an interview for in our modern society 
the mention of his work means financial gain. It W03 not this, however, that made 
me relish whet W03 more □ conference than un interview with your . j% Orlando in 
New York last week, for ray book 13 not yet contracted for in Italy. 

^eing interviewed ’ 1 by 0 participant rothor than a questioner is a stimulation, 
especially when the corporator is a man of such brilliance who brings to it such 
an understanding of men and the world, of forces and events. 

If you but knew tho kinds of questions I have be-n asked in the -jostl Those 
all too few minute 3 in his too busy day end mine wore radiant os a rsqui tod love. 

Not to hwve to say that assnssinetion is never in a vacuum, os does the very first 
sentence of my bok; not to have to wonder if the interviewer understood; or if 
he had ulterior motives; or wsa he suspicious of what I was compelled to do; or 
secretly contemptuous of c non who feels life requires him to soy, *1 7/ill be heard” 
end ia heard, as honor demands the repayment of other debts. 

This was an intellectual ia t s xx ig experience, not an interview. 

Often during the past few years I hove wondered if it is somehow anachron* 
iatic to feel, 03 did the late .“/resident, that Robert ^rost spoke the obligations 
end I hope spirit of modem man when he said ”1 have promises to keep, and miles to 
go before I sleep.” iVithout in any v/ay addressing it, Ur. urlondo reassured rae# 

More than for whatever he wrote and you might print, Ixan in your debt for 
the pttvelege of sharing a few moments with him, and I thank youxffor it. 


Sincer-iy youro, 


Harold ’Veisberg 


